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And rule trod under with foul feet and bare,
And kingdom parcelled by hard hands and red ;
Pity this people; give not up your realm
To its own. madness that takes fire at yours
And lights its ruin at your own ruin, to run
By that blind light darkling to death and hell ;
Cast not your name down under foot of men
For such ill cause as loveless love that is
Light lord of foolish women, or such will
As wherewith men self-slaughtered gird themselves.
For shame and pity and peril shall be they
Who shall attend and wed you to your will,
And the ring broken of the kingdom's peace
That is yet whole and circular as a crown
Shall be the new ring on your wedded hand.

Queen.    Have I not said I never thought of it?

Herries. I but beseech you keep from thought of it,
Or from such show as puts it in men's minds.

Queen.    If this be all your counsel or your care.
You crave but what you have; I have given no cause
By favour shown tp faith and loyal hearts
For the evil-witted world to tax me of love.
Twice have you had mine ear now to this tale,
And thrice I pray you that you seek it not.

Herries.    I shall no more.  God keep your grace in
joy!

Enter BOTHWELL and MURRAY.

Queen.    Good morrow, brother; and you, my lord,
good day,